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SUPERB  DIRECTION  MARKS 
ANNUAL  “ALL-GIRLS’”  PLAY: 
CANDLAND  OUTSTANDING. 


Colorful  proceedings  o^  Girls’  Day 
at  Brigham  Young  University  were 
ushered  in  Thursday  with  a finished 
performance  of  J.  M.  Barrie’s  “Quali- 
ty Street.”  The  play  deals  with  ro- 
mance of  Napoleonic  times  and  the 
very  "lady-like”  ladies  of  that  perido. 

Miss  Ruth  Clark’s  interpretation  of 
the  role  of  Phoebe  Throssel  was  ap- 
pealing and  delightful,  the  metamor- 
phoris  from  “Phoebe  of  the  Ringlets’’ 
and  staid  Miss  Phoebe  of  the  school 
room  being  particularly  convincing, 
Harold  Candland  as  the  dashing 
Captain  Brown  was  equally  spirited 
Miss  Virgie  MuUincr  well  deserved 
her  share  of  the  applause  for  her  out- 
standing characterization  of  Susa^j 
Phoebe’s  sister. 

Josinette  Cook,  Beryl  Hibbert,  Aud- 
rey Ostlund,  Caroline  Eyring,  Eleanor 
Stark,  Delbert  Groberg,  Claude  Snow 
and  others  taking  smaller  parts,  show- 
ed talent  and  splendid  training. 

Mr.  Morley  and  his  associate,  Miss 
Jennie  Holbrook,  are  to  be  congratulat- 
ed on  this  production.  No  detail 
which  could  add  to  the  professional 
s quality  of  the  work,  was  overlooked 
“Quality  Street”  marks  a definite  step 
forward  in  the  dramatic  history  of 
the  institution. 

A.W.S. 

A.W.S.EXEGIIIIVE 
REIUnNS  FROM 
NAIIONALGONVENIIOli 


Miss  Gertrude  Partridge  returned 
the  first  of  the  week  from  the  A.  W. 
S.  convention  in  Oklahoma.  She 
gives  the  following  report  of  her  trip: 
Tuesday,  April  16,  the  five  girls  rep- 
resenting Utah  state  at  the  national 
A.  W.  S.  convention,  arrived  in  Nor- 
man, Oklahoma.  After  registering, 
we  were  assisted  to  our  rooms  for  our 
stay.  Every  one  was  tired  and  wel- 
comed the  opportunity  to  rest  before 
attending  the  tea  given  by  the  hos- 
tess club.  In  the  evening  the  dele- 
gates were  entertained  with  a clever 
one-act  play,  “Sham.” 

Wednesday  morning  at  nine  o’clock 
the  convention  started  in  earnest.  The 
first  meeting  was  in  the  form  of  a 
get-acquainted,  at  noon  we  were  enter- 
tained at  the  “Copper  Kettle  Inn,”  by 
the  local  A.  W.  S.  In  the  afternoon 
the  president  of  the  University,  Dr. 
Hizzel,  spoke  on  “The  Problems  of 
Student  Government.”  A bit  of  Okla- 
home  was  scheduled  on  the  program 
for  the  evening's  entertainment.  Thir 
proved  to  be  a picnic  out  in  the  grove. 

The  theme  of  the  meeting  Thurs- 
day morning  was  “Relations  of  stu- 
dents and  Deans  of  Women.”  The 
address  was  given  by  Dean  Elizabeth 
Coural  and  was  most  interesting. 
The  afternoon  discussion  was  led  by 
Dr.  Fannie  Ratchford,  the  subject  be- 
ing, "After  College  What.” 

In  the  early  evening  the  convention 
was  entertained  at  dinner  by  the  sor- 
orities and  fraternities.  This  was  fol- 
lowed by  a formal  dance  for  which 
each  delegate  was  dated  with  a local 
fellow. 

Friday  morning  Dr.  Minnie  Moffet 
outlined  a health  program  which  con- 
tained many  good  suggestions.  The 
afternoon  session  centered  around  stu- 
dent government  and  we  were  given 
both  the  men’s  and  the  women’s  side 
of  the  question  and  it  was  proved 
beyond  a doubt  that  men  and  women 
can  agree. 

In  the  evening  the  girls  were  the 
guests  at  a formal  banquet,  the  theme 
of  which  was  “High  Life  of  the  A. 
W.  S.’’  carried  out  in  the  airplane 
idea. 

The  last  meeting  was  for  the  pur- 
pose of  electing  officers  and  attending 
to  business  of  the  convention.  The 
Junior  Chamber  of  Commerce  of 
Oklahoma  City  sponsored  a tour  of 
their  city  and  a luncheon  for  us. 

It  seemed  so  wonderful  that  one 
hundred  and  twenty  girls  representing 
twenty-four  states  should  come  to- 
gether for  a week,  mingling  with  one 
another,  exchanging  ideas  and  prob- 
blems,  helping  and  suggesting.  The 
hostess  college  is  to  be  congratulated 
upon  the  successful  handling  of  the 
convention.  It  was  in  every  way  a 
profitable  week  for  all  who  attended. 
A.W.S. 

“My  husband  is  a garter  salesman.” 
"How  do  you  keep  him  interested?” 


HARRIS  PLEASES  CRITICS 
AT  ASSEMBLY  PROGRAM 


One  of  the  most  brilliant  student 
performances  of  the  year  was  given 
Wednesday,  May  1 in  devotional,  when 
Miss  Olive  Harris,  piano  soloist,  and 
the  Brigham  Young  University  Sym- 
phony Orchestra,  rendered  Mendels- 
sohn’s Concerto  in  D Minor.  This  is 
the  first  time  in  the  history  of  this 
college  that  such  a work  has  been 
presented  with  full  orchestration. 

The  work  of  Miss  Harris  revealed 
her  exceptional  ability  and  showed  a 
background  of  hard  study,  and  credit- 
able teaching.  In  all  three  movements 
Allegro,  Vivace,  Adagio  and  Presto 
the  orchestra  of  forty  instruments 
proved  almost  professional  in  release, 
attack  and  other  difficult  phases  of 
rendition.  Dean  Gerrit  de  Jong,  Jr. 
with  whom  Miss  Harris  studies,  di- 
rected the  orchestra,  LeRoy  Robert- 
son acted  as  concert  master. 

This  program  takes  the  place  of  the 
graduation  recital  which  Miss  Harris 
would  otherwise  give.  She  will  re- 
ceive her  A.  B.  degree  this  spring 
from  the  College  of  Fine  Arts. 
A.W.S. 

LADY  MISSIONARY 

CLUB  ACTIVE 


On  Girls’  Day  the  thoughts  of  the 
public  naturally  turn  to  accomplish- 
ments of  girls  in  their  various  fields 
of  activities.  Among  the  many  types 
of  work  undertaken  the  Young  Wo- 
men Missionaries  have  also  contribut- 
ed to  the  year’s  schedule. 

On  April  2,  1898  two  B.  Y.  U.  girls 
were  chosen  to  fulfill  the  first  missions 
for  ladies,  Mrs.  W.  J.  Knight  and 
Mrs.  R.  E.  Allen.  Their  service 
work  was  begun  in  England  and  has 
been  held  as  an  example  to  every  lady 
missionary  who  has  since  accepted  the 
call. 

Nothing  was  done  to  perpetuate  the 
activities  of  the  returned  lady  mission- 
aries until  last  March,  when  a group 
of  women  met  and  formed  the  “Y” 
Women  Missionary  Club. 

Later,  over  twenty-seven  met  at  the 
home  of  Mrs.  Knight  for  an  informal 
reception.  There  mission  experiences 
were  discussed  and  future  plans  made. 
A page  in  the  Banyan  was  purchased 
and  filled  with  pictures  from  the  club. 

May  the  eighth  will  witness  another 
activity  when  the  club  will  be  in 
charge  of  the  devotional  program. 
Special  musical  numbers  are  arranged 
and  an  interesting  speaker  will  feature 
the  program,  carrying  out  the  theme 
of  woman’s  place  and  work  in  the 
mission  field. 

A.W.S. — 


IV elcome  Mothers 


Our  mothers  are  our  guests  of 
honor  today.  ? 

They  are  doing  much  to  make 
it  possible  for  us  to  be  here,  and 
we  appreciate  it.  We  are  glad 
to  have  them  visit  us  here  today 
to  see  us  jn  action,  to  feel  the 
spirit  of  this,  our  university. 

For  many  of  them,  it  is  a re- 
turn to  their  Alma  Mater  and 
this  occasion  will  bring  back 
memories  of  their  own  college 
days.  For  others  this  may  be 
the  first  visit  to  the  B.  Y.  U.  In 
either  case  we  are  delighted  to 
have  them  with  us. 

Mothers,  Welcome  1 


WOMEN  ENIERIl 
MOTHERS  AT  SPECIAL 
FEATOJLOANIIOET 

The  virtues  and  graces  of  woman- 
hood in  the  Brigham  Young  Univer- 
sity were  well  represented  at  the 
Girls’  Banquet  held  Friday  at  12:30. 

A program  of  toasts,  music  and  sing- 
ing were  presented.  A string  trio 
composed  of  Wilma  Boyle,  Wanda 
Petty  and  Joy  Bachelor  played  dur- 
ing the  first  course. 

Virgie  Mulliner,  toastmistress,  gave 
the  speech  of  welcome.  Toasts 
were  given  to  each  one  of  the  wo- 
men who  were  to  be  guests  of  honor  at 
the  banquet.  Miss  Margaret  Summer- 
hays,  representing  artistic  develop- 
ment, sang  “The  Lass  with  a Deli- 
cate Air,”  and  “The  Answer,”  follow- 
ing the  toast  given  to  her  by  Melba 
Dastrup.  Other  toasts  were  given  to 
Mrs.  Jennie  B.  Knight,  representing 
culture,  by  Jewel  Linebaugh;  Mrs. 
Sina  Holbrook,  beautiful  and  effective 
motherhood,  by  Katherine  Taylor; 
Mrs.  Lydia  Candland,  health  and 
cheerfulness,  by  Jennie  Holbrook; 
Mrs.  Elsie  C.  Carroll,  sympathetic 
understanding,  by  Nita  Wakefield; 
Alice  Louise  Reynolds,  intellectuality 
by  Arlene  Harris;  Mrs.  Stella  Harris 
companionship,  by  Carol  Kirkham; 
Mrs.  Ascha  Paxman,  public  service,  by 
Blanche  Thomas. 

A flower  representing  the  virtue  of 
each  guest  of  honor  was  placed 
in  a vase  at  the  head  of  the  table  by 
the  girl  making  the  toast.  The  flow- 
ers are;  Orchid,  artistic  development; 
carnation,  culture;  lily,  beautiful  and 
effective  motherhood;  daffodil,  health 
and  cheerfulness;  daisy,  sympathetic 
understanding;  pansy,  intellectuality: 
rose,  companionship;  columbine,  pub- 
lic service. 

The  banquet  was  served  by  the 
Bonneville  ward  with  Mrs.  McArthur 
in  charge. 

A.W.S. 

“THE  ENEMY”  READ 
AT  MASK  GLUB 
BY  HELEN  SWENSDN 

“The  Enemy,”  a four-act  play  by 
Ralph  Pollock,  was  ably  presented  by 
Miss  Helen  Swenson  at  Mask  Club  on 
Wednesday,  May  1,  at  the  Little  Thea- 
tre. 

The  background  of  the  play  de- 
picts conditions  in  Austria  during  the 
world  war.  Through  his  characters 
the  author  presents  a dramatic  anti- 
war appeal. 

Miss  Swenson  held  her  audience 
well  during  the  entire  interpretation. 
While  her  female  characters  predom- 
inated all  her  characterizations  were 
well  received.  Floral  tributes  were 
presented  at  the  close  of  the  perform- 
ance. 

A.W.S. 

Gay  Dimick  Wins 
Annual  Story  Contest 

Miss  Gay  Dimick  was  the  winner  of 
the  Elsie  C.  Carroll  short  story  con- 
test. Miss  Dimick  is  a junior  and 
comes  from  Nampa,  Idaho.  She  was 
also  the  winner  of  the  Christmas 
story  contest  this  year. 

The  judges  of  the  Girls’  Day  contest 
were  Harrison  R.  Merrill,  Clayton 
Jenkins  and  Stella  P.  Rich. 


On  this,  your  annual  Girl's  Day,  I 
extend  to  you  greetings,  together  with 
a feeling  of  deep  gratitude  for  the  in- 
spiration and  help  your  association 
gives  me. 

This  is  a banner  year.  It  seems 
that  every  succeeding  one  is  brighter 
than  the  last.  This  is,  indeed,  an  age 
for  women.  I believe  that  you  appre- 


PERSONALITY  FEATORED 
AT  A.  W.  S.  PROGRAM 


Something  to  laugh  about,  some- 
thing to  think  about,  and  something  to 
remember  forever — that  was  the  girls' 
annual  program  which  was  presented 
under  the  direction  of  the  Associated 
Women  Students  of  Brigham  Young 
University  in  College  Hall  this  morn- 
ing. 

Caroline  Eyring,  president  of  the 
Girls’  Organization,  gave  a brief  ad- 
dress of  welcome  which  was  followed 
by  a number  from  Verda  Bachellor 
and  company.  Invocation  was  offered 
by  Audrey  Ostlund. 

Following  a song  from  the  girls’ 
chorus  under  the  direction  of  Miss 
Margaret  Summerhaays,  Mrs.  Elsie 
C.  Carroll  awarded  the  Carroll  medal 
for  the  best  short  story,  to  Gay  Dim- 
ick. The  title  of  her  story  was  “The 
Dam  Woman.” 

Immediately  after  this  presentation 
a comedy  skit,  “Call  of  Springtime,” 
was  given  under  the  direction  of  Miss 
Ruth  Ellsworth.  Fred  Moore  and 
Mark  Ballif  proved  highly  entertain- 
ing. A one-act  play,  “All  on  a Spring 
Day,”  directed  by  Lois  Jordan,  was 
well  received  by  the  audience,  and  the 
program  was  brought  to  a close  with 
a sketch  entitled  “Miss  Personality,” 
which  was  directed  by  Nita  Wakefield. 
In  this  sketch  representative  flowers 
were  the  interesting  feature  and  pre- 
ceded the  presentation  of  Miss  Helen 
Swenson  as  “Miss  Personality.” 
A.W.S. 

GDRBETT  AND  BENTLEY 
EMERGE  FRDM  PRIMARIES 

With  the  polling  of  over  six  hun- 
dred votes  Wednesday,  one  of  the 
largest  primaries  in  the  political  his- 
tory of  Young  University  was  satisfac- 
torily and  cleverly  carried  to  a finish. 

Final  elections  of  student  body  of- 
ficers will  be  held  Friday,  May  10. 

Students  are  advised  to  become  ac- 
quainted with  the  candidates  who  were 
successful  in  the  primaries. 

For  President:  Pearson  Corbett  and 
Anthony  Bentley. 

For  Vice-president:  Pearl  Dahle  and 
Evelyn  Ostlund. 

For  Secretary  and  Historian:  Blan- 
che Thomas  and  Alice  Brinton. 

For  Editor  of  the  “Y”  News:  Jean 
Paulson  and  Stewart  Anderson. 

For  Business  Manager  of  the  “Y” 
News:  Thornton  Snow  and  T.  Delice 
Andelin. 

For  Banyan  Editor;  Don  B.  Cluff 
and  L.  Lowell  Johnson. 

For  Yell  Master:  Smith  Jacobs  and 
Fred  Moore.  z 

A.W.S. 

Gamma  Phi  Pledge 
Party  Held  Tuesday 

Members  of  the  Gamma  Phi  Omi- 
cron  entertained  the  pledges,  the 
Misses  Mercy  and  Rosina  Nelson, 
Bell  Harris  and  Mary  Lyon  at  a pro- 
gressive party  last  Tuesday  evening. 
The  girls  gathered  at  the  home  of 
Miss  Ida  Tanner  and  then  proceeded 
to  the  art  building  where  competitive 
games  were  enjoyed.  The  party  end- 
ed at  Miss  Elva  Wilkinson’s  apart- 
ment. A delicious  luncheon  was  serv- 
ed there  in  honor  of  the  goats. 
A.W.S. 

Don’t  be  too  hard  on  the  co-eds; 
they’re  hard  enough  already. 


ciate  the  opportunities  the  age  gives. 
Occasions  of  this  sort  reveal  your  true 
selves — your  initiative,  your  loyalty, 
your  power  and  your  dependability. 

Hoping  that  through  co-operation 
we  may  make  this  Girls’  Day  stand 
out  above  all  previous  ones  is  my  sin- 
cere desire. 

—MRS.  N.  N.  SMART. 


ZOLA  MARTIN  IS  VICTOR 


HOLBROOK  GHOSEN 

VALEDIGTIORION 


ALICE  BRINTON,  ALBERTA 
MENDENHAL,  HELEN  SWEN- 
SON  AND  ALICE  TAYLOR  TO 
ASSIST. 


JENNIE  HOLBROOK. 

versatile  Provo  girl,  has  been  chosen 
as  validictorian  of  the  Brigham 
Young  University  graduating  class  of 
1929.  It  is  unusual  for  a girl  to  re 
ceive  this  honor  and  the  announcement 
comes  very  appropriately  on  Girls’ 
Day.  Miss  Holbrook’s  high  scholastic 
standing  and  her  participation  in  vari- 
ous school  activities  were  used  as  a 
basis  on  which  the  choice  was  made. 

Miss  Holbrook  is  vice  president  of 
the  senior  class.  She  has  been  Dean 
Nuttall’s  secretary  for  the  pas  three 
years,  and  in  addition  has  taken  an 
active  part  in  dramatics. 

Jennie  Holbrook  is  a grari*d-daughter 
of  President  Emeritus  Brimhall.  Her 
paternal  grandfather,  Layfette  Hol- 
brook is  an  ex-trustee  of  the  Brigham 
Young  University. 

A.W.S. 

FEMININE  GHDIGE 

DANGE  TDNIGHT 

I 

Spring  decorations  will  be  featured 
in  the  ladies’  gym  for  the  annual  girls’ 
day  dance  tonight  at  9:00  o’clock.  The 
Collegian  orchestra  is  scheduled  to 
furnish  fine  dance  music  for  the  even- 
ing. 

Miss  Pearle  Dahle,  chairman  of  the 
dance  committee,  has  requested  that 
every  girl  bring  a partner  and  has 
issued  a cordial  invitation  to  all  the 
fellows. 

Tickets  are  on  sale  for  seventy-five 
cents.  This  includes  the  cost  of  the 
favor  which  every  fellow  will  receive. 
There  will  be  no  dance  programs  as 
‘trading’  will  be  done  one  dance  ahead. 

According  to  the  committee  in 
charge  of  the  affair,  the  dance  is  to 
be  strictly  informal.  Girls  will  wear 
light  spring  dresses,  and  spring  suits 
will  be  appropriate  for  the  men. 

In  the  past,  the  dance  sponsored  by 
the  girls  has  been  a great  success  as 
witnessed  by  the  gala  times  had  by 
the  enormous  crowds  present.  The 
tickets  for  tonight  are  practically  sold 
out  and  a larger  crowd  of  students 
than  ever  before  is  expected. 
A.W.S. 

ATLANTA  UNIT  ENTERTAINS 
AT  PROVONA  BEACH 


The  Atalanta  social  unit  entertain- 
ed at  a sailor’s  party,  Saturday  even- 
ing at  Provona  Beach.  A moonlight 
boat  ride  on  the  lake  and  dancing  were 
partiepated  in  by  all  present.  A deck 
parade  consisting  of  every  sailor 
carrying  a candle  to  guide  him  to  his 
destination  was  an  enjoyable  and  in- 
teresting feature  of  the  evening.  Re- 
freshments were  served  to  all  present 
A.W.S. « 

He  is  so  dumb  that  he  thinks  a 
house  of  correction  is  where  proof- 
readers work. 


CALENDAR 


FRIDAY,  MAY  3 

12:30 — Girls’  Banquet — Room 
“D”. 

4:00 — Crowning  of  the  May 
Queen — Maeser  Hill. 

9:00 — Girls'  Day  Ball — Ladies' 
Gymnasium. 

MONDAY,  MAY  6 

g;00 — Music  Contest,  College 


Hall. 


Between  the  hours  of  4:00  and  5:00 
o’clock  on  Friday,  May  3,  a new  B. 
Y.  U.  tradition  will  be  ushered  in  at 
the  ceremonial  of  the  crowning  of  the 
Girls’  Day  queen.  This  will  take 
place  in  front  of  the  Maeser  memorial 
on  College  Hill. 

Miss  Zola  Martin  has  been 
chosen  queen  following  an  election  at 
which  male  students  cast  votes  in  fa- 
vor of  their  choice  at  the  price  erf  one 
cent  each. 

Miss  Alice  Brinton,  Miss  Alice  Tay- 
lor, Miss  Helen  Swenson  and  Miss 
Alberta  Mendenhall  were  also  candi- 
dates in  the  final  election  and  have 
been  chosen  as  attendants  to  the  queen. 
They  will  represent  the  co-eds  who 
will  enter  the  “Y,”  her  present  group 
and  her  alumni  members. 

Miss  Alene  Coleman  assisted  by  a 
company  of  twenty  graceful  dancers, 
will  open  the  exercises  featuring  a 
ceremonial  dance  awaiting  the  arrival 
of  the  queen.  As  they  arrange  them- 
selves in  an  effective  tableau  the  queen 
and  her  party  will  be  received,  assist- 
ed by  two  maids  and  Victor  Brimhall 
as  crown  bearer. 

Music  will  be  furnished  by  the  girls’ 
symphony  orchestra,  during  which 
the  queen  will  receive  her  crown  from 
the  Spirit  of  Womanhood. 

Mrs.  Stella  P.  Rich  has  written  a 
sketch  for  this  program  to  be  read 
by  Mrs.  Algie  E.  Ballif,  during  the 
reading  the  queen  will  bestow  on  her 
attendants  the  important  traits  of  per- 
sonality, represented  by  various  jew- 
els. 

This  ceremony  will  be  followed  by 
a finale  chorus  under  the  direction  of 
Margaret  Summerhays  who  will  pre- 
sent  an  especially  prepared  presenta- 
tion of  the  “Kiss  Me  Waltz.” 

Under  the  general  chairmanship  of 
Miss  Audrey  Ostlund  this  new  feature 
of  Girls’  Day  is  receiving  a welcome 
which  bids  fair  to  make  it  a fitting 
tradition  at  girls’  day  exercises  of  the 
future. 

A.W.S. 

SDPHOMOREVOGALGONTEST 
TO  BEHELD  MAY  11  til 


■'t. 


Everything  is  in  readiness  for  the 
Sophomore  Vocal  Contest  which  will 
take  place  in  College  Hall  Saturday, 
May  11. 

Preliminaries  wil  Itake  place  at  two 
o’clock  Saturday,  at  which  time  all 
but  five  will  be  eliminated.  These  will 
be  decided  upon  by  five  local  judges. 

At  eight  o’clock  the  finals  are 
scheduled  and  one  judge  from  Salt 
Lake  City  will  select  the  winner  from 
those  contesting. 

The  sophomore  class  each  year 
sponsors  such  a oentest  and  presents 
a gold  medal  to  the  person  who,  in  the 
opinion  of  the  judge  renders,  the  best 
solo. 

According  to  Dear  Gerrit  De  Jong, 
it  is  necessary  that  every  student  who 
desires  to  compete  in  the  preliminaries 
must  se  that  his  name  is  on  the  offici- 
al list  in  the  office. 

About  ten  or  twelve  students  are  ex- 
pected to  try  out  and  competition  is 
said  to  be  unusually  keen  this  year. 
A.W.S. 

HDME  EG.  GIRLS  TO  STAGE 
ANNUAL  FASHION  REVUE 


The  entire  home  economics  depart- 
ment of  the  school  is  going  to  co- 
operate in  putting  over  the  Spring 
Fashion  Review  which  is  scheduled 
for  three  o’clock,  Thursday  afternoon 
May  9. 

This  year  the  review  will  be  held  in 
Room  “D”  rather  than  on  the  stage 
as  has  been  the  custom. 

The  girls  of  the  clothing  depart- 
ment will  wear  dresses  they  have  made 
school  and  the  foods  department 
girls  will  serve  refreshments. 

There  will  also  be  an  exhibit  o' 
children's  clothes  and  fancy  work  in 
room  330-A. 

•\11  girls  who  have  taken  any  hom< 
economics  work  this  year  are  invited 
to  be  present  and  to  bring  one  guest 
with  them. 

A.W.S. 

TO  A CO-ED 

To  those  who  talk  and  talk 

This  adage  should  appeal; 

The  steam  that  blows  the  whistle 

Never  turns  the  wheel. 


“I  feel  giddy  tonight.’’ 
“All  right,  giddy  up." 


.in  > 
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MAIDENHOOD 


In  Whittier’s  lovely  poem,  “Maidenhood,”  we  find  these  ex- 
pressive lines : 

“Maiden  with  the  dark  brown  eyes. 

In  whose  orb  a shadow  lies, 

Like  the  dusk  of  evening  skies. 

Standing  with  reluctant  feet. 

Where  the  brook  and  river  meet. 

Womanhood  and  childhood  fleet.” 

The  average  college  girl  is  standing  “where  the  brook  and  river 
meet.”  She  reflects  back  on  the  sunshiny,  rollicking  happy-go-lucky 
brooklet  days,  half  sorrowing  that  childhood’s  carefree  play  days  are 
past.  She  looks  forward  to  days  of  responsibility  and  service,  eager 
to  test  her  craft  on  the  stream  of  life. 

Her  personality  and  strength  of  character  are  the  sails  on  which 
will  depend  the  safety  and  success  of  her  journey. 

For  a long  time  she  has  been  preparing  and  planning  to  em 
bark  on  the  river.  Now  she  is  almost  ready.  Her  college  contacts 
and  experiences  have  been  rounding  out  her  personality,  meeting 
and  solving  problems  here  has  strengthened  her  character. 

And  it  is  spring,  for  girlhood  days  are  springtime  days,  beau- 
tiful, blithesome,  joyous.  Time  of  preparation;  time  of  planting; 
spring:  The  beauty  of  summer,  the  bounty  of  autumn,  and  the 
peace  and  satisfaction  of  winter  depend  on  what  is  done  in  the 
spring. 

Let  us  glory  in  spring,  girls,  and  strengthen  our  sails,  that  our 
river  days  may  bring  us  happiness.  — A.  W. 

Y 

A TOAST 


Frist  impressions  being  what  they  are,  woman  has  had  to  spend 
the  past  five  thousand  years  or  so  living  down  some  of  Mother  Eve’s 
mistakes.  Probably  out  of  sheer  boredom,  this  worthy  lady  set  about 
investigating  all  the  charming  nooks  and  old  corners  of  Eden ; per- 
verse Man,  seeing  this,  called  it  curiosity  and  has  charged  Eve's 
daughters  with  this  trait  ever  since.  Thus  tradition,  in  its  custom- 
ary high-handed  manner,  has  gradually  evolved  a theoretical  nature 
for  women,  and  pronounced  them  vain,  fickle,  frail,  and  shallow- 
minded. 

Today,  modern  womanhood  is  flying  in  the  face  of  this  tradi- 
tion by  proving  herself  to  be  no  more  vain  and  fickle  than  contem 
porary  man,  and  certainly  no  more'  frail  and  shallow-minded — wit- 
ness Helen  Wills!  Women  are  holding  down  responsible  positions 
as  judges,  attorneys,  physicians  and  executives,  to  say  nothing  of 
their  original  professions  of  mother  and  teacher  in  which  they  are 
still  successful. 

Let  us  hope  that  woman  will  not  be  halted  in  her  courageous 
march  toward  the  fulfillment  of  her  finest  ideals  and  more  splendid 
hopes.  May  she  preserve  always  the  dignity  and  graciousness  that 
have  been  her  charm  and  chief  weapon  in  the  emancipation. 

To  the  Ladies,  God  bless  ’em!  — R.  C. 


THE  DAM  WOMAN 

Elsie  C Carroll  Prize  Story 


By  GAY  DIMICK 

Amy  had  her  choice  between  a 
smooth  shirt  front  augmented  by  a 
deliciously  rough  coat  lapel,  and  a 
dusty  red  plush  car  seat  for  a pillow 
on  which  to  cuddle  her  shiny  head. 
When  she  unhesitatingly  took  the 
former  it  went  to  show  immediately 
that  Amy  was  not  only  fastidious  but 
sensible. 

Her  position  caused  a certain  stir  in 
the  seat  across  the  aisle  which  was 
occupied  by  two  companionate  spin- 
sters. 

After  three  glances  accompanied 
by  three  sniffs,  the  spinsters  tabulated 
Amy  in  this  way:  first  she  was  not 

the  kind  of  a girl  to  assume  such  an 
attitude  under  ordinary  circumstances; 
second,  she  was  apparently  just  marri- 
ed as  evidenced  by  her  baggage, 
flowers,  and  trash;  third,  that  she  was 
therefore,  “not  guilty,’’  which  in  this 
case  simply  meant  “not  responsible.” 

Amy  was  unaware  of  the  sniffs  or 
the  glances.  She  was  too  busy  re- 
flecting on  how  a firm  brown  jaw 
looked  from  this  new  perspective.  As 
one  eye  was  against  the  shirt  and  the 
other  was  necessarily  rolled  into 
somewhat  painful  position  in  order  to 
get  this  view;  Amy  soon  decided  that 
there  are  times  to  look  and  times  to 
refrain  from  looking,  and  this  moment 
was  more  propitious  for  speech. 

“Did  you  say  there  would  be  a 
pump,  Jim?” 

“There  is  a pump,"  said  the  owner 
of  the  jaw  and  the  shirt  front. 

“We’ll  paint  that  blue,”  Amy  sighed 
happily.  “I  have  always  had  a sup- 
pressed desire  for  a blue  pump.’’ 

"We’ll  paint  it  the  first  day,”  said 
Jim. 

“It  seems  so  queer  to  be  married 


and  to  be  going  away  out  to  Idaho 
with  you,  Jim,”  Amy  spoke  suddenly 
after  a moment’s  silence. 

“You’ll  get  used  to  it  after  while. 
Anyway  I just  couldn't  seem  to  leave 
you  behind.  You're  not  sorry  are 
you?’’  as  added  anxiously. 

“Oh,  no,”  she  assured  him  hastily. 
I’m  sure  it  will  be  much  more  fun 
than  teaching  the  third  grade.  What 
color  is  the  house?” 

“It  will  be  more  fun  than  teaching 
the  third  grade,  and  the  house 
white.  There  is  a front  door  step  and 
a back  porch.  It  is  just  made  to  or- 
der for  a cute  little  girl  with  golden 
hair  and  six  freckles  across  the  bridge 
of  her  nose.” 

Amy  giggled,  “As  if  a house  could 
match  hair  and  freckles.”  Then  en- 
thusiastically, “We’ll  paint  the  steps 
and  the  porch  green  because  I just 
know  they  are  natural  color  and  have 
knot  holes  in — steps  always  do.” 
“They  do,  and  we’ll  get  the  paint 
on  the  way,”  said  Jim. 

“Is  it  such  a dreadfully  long  way 
from  Kansas  to  Idaho,  Jim?” 

“Well,  it’s  too  far  to  go  home  for 
week-ends.” 

“Silly!  We’ll — we’ll  just  ignore 
that — about  it  being  so  far  I mean, 
Besides  I like  to  write  letters.” 

“You  dol  And  howl” 

“Of  course  I didn't  write  you  such 
very  good  ones  because  I was  afraid 
you  might  get  anxious  and  come  after 
me  before  you  were  supposed  to.” 
“You  little  monkey.  But  you  notice 
I finally  arrived.  And  now  suppose 
you  go  to  sleep.”  He  put  his  hand 
over  her  eyes.  “I  don’t  believe  you've 
slept  a wink  for  the  last  three  days. 
Your  eyes  are  too  bright.’’ 

“Ignorant  manl  I haven’t  slept  for 
ten  days.  Not  really  slept  since  you 


came  to  Colby, 
ago.” 

Foolish  girll  You  better  take  forty 
winks  right  now.” 

So  with  the  two  Companionate 
Spinsters  looking  disaprovingly  on,  and 
with  Jim’s  arm  behind  her,  Amy  went 
to  sleep  on  the  shirt  front.  Jim  Dole 
stayed  awake  to  watch  the  green 
fields  slip  by  and  to  wonder  how  his 
clover  seed  had  done  since  he  left. 

The  farmers  on  the  new  irrigation 
project  could  make  big  money  raising 
clover  seed  if  everything  broke  right, 
but  it  required  constant  care  and  good 
luck.  If  a too  hot  spell  should  come — 
if  it  were  too  wet — if  the  blight  should 
catch  it— it  would  all  be  gone  at  once. 
There  were  no  half-way  measures  for 
the  clover  seed  grower.  Jim  Dole  had 
bought  a hundred  and  twenty  acres  of 
land  under  the  new  project  the  year 
before.  He  had  seeded  forty  of  it  to 
clover  and  the  rest  to  alfalfa.  On  his 
clover  he  had  made  enough  to  build  a 
home  and  go  back  to  his  home  town 
in  Colby.  Kansas  to  get  his  girl.  Now 
here  they  were,  she  asleep  and  h< 
awake,  traveling  swiftly  and  noisily  to 
his  farm  where  a sixteen-ycar-old  boy 
was  tending  the  clover  that  was  again 
being  staked  to  win. 

It  was  the  third  day  of  riding,  and 
Amy  was  still  making  up  for  her  lost 
sleep.  The  train  slowed  down  about 
noon,  as  the  conductor  called  the  sta- 
tion, “Pocatello!” 

Passengers  got  off — others  got  on. 
At  the  very  end  of  the  line  coming  on 
waddled,  grunted,  and  grinned  Aunt 
Taw.  She  was  not  fat.  She  was 
blubulous.  She  did  not  have  a double 
chin — her  chin  rippled  and  faded  in 
and  out  until  one  got  dizzy  counting 
them  and  went  on  down  to  look  at 
the  blue  calico  dress  with  little  white 
figures  spattered  on.  The  blue  calico 
dress  1 It  was  amazing  in  its  volume 
and  cut,  but  taking  the  rest  of  the  re- 
galia into  account  it  faded  into  the 
background  to  bring  out  in  base  relief 
a red  umbrella,  a straw  hand  bag,  a 
shoe  box  tied  with  an  appropriate  shoe 
string,  a green  shawl  pinned  promin- 
ently with  a substantial  safety  pin— a— 
Jim  got  this  far  and  shook  Amy  dis- 
tractedly. 

“p-s-s-st,  Amy,  wake  up  and  take 
look  at  the  Queen  of  Sheba!” 

Amy  took  one  look,  “Put  me  back 
to  sleepl” 

But  Amy,  you  simply  can’t  desert 
me  now.  Especially  as  I believe  she 
is  going  to  sit  right  across  the  aisle 
from  us.” 

Going  to?  Remarkable  powers  of 
observation.  She  isl” 

Tie  to  that  sunbonnet,  Amy  of  my 
dreams.  Isn’t  that  the  latest?” 

“No,  dear,”  Amy  gently  remonstrat- 
ed. “That  is  evidently  not  only  NOT 
the  latest,  but  it  comes  nearest  being 
the  soonest.” 

Black  hair,  dark  skin, — say,  I’ll  bet 
she  is  Indian.” 

Amy  moaned.  “Why  disillusion  me 
so  soon?  I always  imagine  the  Indian 
a noble,  tragic  figure,  and  the  In- 
dian maid  a shy,  slim  figure ” 

“And  this  particular  one  has  no 
figure'  at  all,  what?” 

‘When  I get  old  and  look  like  that 
will  you  still  sing  ‘Sally  of  My 
Dreams’  to  me?” 

When  you  look  like  that  I’ll  sing 
There’s  nothing  left  for  me  of  charms 
that  used  to  be — there’s  just  a mem- 
ory’— ” 

Amy  laughed.  “I  would  call  that 
a very  substantial  memory.” 

Charms — it’s  her  charms  that  are 
the  memories,  my  dear.  But  can't  you 
just  imagine  her  when  she  was  a fair 
young  gazelle?” 

‘With  limpid,  mysterious  brown 
eyes,  and  a low  musical  voice,”  inter- 
rupted Amy.  “I  can  even  imagine  that 
her  sweetheart  was  killed  and  she  be- 
came so  remorseful  that  she  no  lon- 
ger felt  any  desire  to  be  beautiful  so 
she ” 

‘She  gave  up  taking  her  daily  dozen 
and  was  soon  afterward  seen  feasting 
with  the  old  squaws  and  the  braves.’’ 
contributed  Jim. 

From  then  on  her  career  down- 
ward was  rapid.  Her  life  was  one  of 
vice  and  dissipation.”  Amy’s  voice 
sank  to  a tragic  whisper.  “It  is  even 
rumored  that  she  smokes  a pipe  and 
wears  woolen  hose.” 

As  if  to  cooberate  Amy’s  statement, 
even  at  that  very  moment  Aunt  Taw 
began  unpacking  her  lunch  in  the 
stringed  box,  and  the  first  article  to 
appear  was  a pipe.  And  such  a pipe. 
The  amber  stem  was  long  and  thin 
curving  in  a graceful  swoop  to  a bowl 
of  ivory  trimmed  in  silver  and  amber. 
Intricate  carvings  on  the  ivory  fur- 
ther indicated  that  it  was  a pipe  made 
by  a master,  lovingly  and  carefully. 

“She  must  have  had  a Spanish 
sweetheart  from  the  looks  of  that 
pipe,”  Jim  suggested. 

“Let’s  pretend  she  did  anyway,” 
said  the  romantic  Amy. 

Following  the  pipe  came  a long, 
snakey  piece  of  bologna,  and  a half 
a loaf  of  stale  baker’s  bread.  These 
articles  were  placed  by  Aunt  Taw,  on 
a newspaper  spread  on  that  part  of  the 
seat  that  was  unoccupied.  From  these 
edible  articles  Aunt  Tew  cut  substan- 
tial pieces  and  with  the  bologna  in 
one  hand  and  the  bread  in  the  other, 
proceeded  to  eat  with  great  gusto. 

Amy  fidgeted.  “Really,  Jim,  I don’t 
think  it’s — well — nice  to  watch  her 
eat  this  way,  it  seems  sort  of- 
“You  mean  that  we  watch  her  with 
such  hungry  eyes  that  she  will  feel  ob- 
liged to  give  us  some?” 

“Maybe.’’ 

"Then  suppose  we  adjourn  to  the 
diner  and  let  her  eat  without  the  pangs 
of  conscience  spoiling  her  appetite. 

“Sometimes,  Jim,  you  have  ideas  of 
a genius,”  Amy  beamed,  arose  and 
led  the  way  from  the  car. 

When  they  returned  Aunt  Taw  had 
substituted  for  the  bread  and  bologna 


an  enormous  wad  of  very  smelly  snuff 
which  she  enjoyed  openly  and  un- 
ashamedly. 

“If  worse  comes  to  worse,  and 
fancy  tefuses  to  paint  the  view  in 
colors  that  are  less  objectionable,  then 
the  view  can  simply  be  ignored,”  and 
Amy  turned  her  back  upon  Aunt  Taw 
and  began  a barefaced  flirtation  with 
her  husband.  This  would,  no  doubt 
have  given  the  now  absent  spinsters 
a few  good  moments,  but  caused  only 
a wide  grin  on  the  leathery  counten- 
ance o(  Aunt  Taw. 

Late  that  afternoon  the  train  slowed 
down  for  the  last  time  for  Amy  and 
Jim.  They  got  off  in  a flurry  of  bun- 
dles and  packages.  The  only  other 
passenger  to  stop  was  Aunt  Taw. 

“Do  you  suppose  this  is  where  she 
lives?”  Amy  asked  Jim  interestedly. 

“Probably  so,”  Jim  said  causually. 
his  interest  in  the  old  lady  now  re- 
directed toward  hailing  the  tow-head- 
ed Pete  who  was  standing  by  a rick- 
ety looking  Ford  at  the  end  of  the 
platform. 

Pete  came  over  beaming. 

“Amy,  this  is  Pete.  He  has  been 
staying  with  the  farm  while  I’ve  been 
away,”  Jim  explained. 

Amy  did  her  best  to  equal  Pete’s 
grin,  so  he  wouldn’t  feel  bashful. 

“I’ve  heard  Jim  say  what  a fine 
boy  you  are,  Pete.” 

“Yes,  ma’m,  he  would.”  Pete  turn- 
ed to  Jim.  “What  baggage  do  you 
want  put  in  the  car  Mr.  Dole?” 

Pete  and  Jim  walked  off  to  get  the 
baggage  loaded  and  as  Amy  waited 
her  thoughts  were  feminine  and  stray- 
ed. “What  that  car  needs  first  is 
good  coat  of  paint — the  streets  might 
be  sprinkled  to  some  advantage.  Every- 
body seems  to  want  to  get  somewhere 
terrible  hurry — the  reason  for 
the  lack  of  trees  and  grass  is  that  it  is 
such  a new  town  I suppose — it  hasn't 
had  time  to  grow  a beard  yet — ” Amy 
laughed  at  her  foolishness,  and 
Jim  called  “All  set!”  she  went  over  to 
the  car  to  sit  in  the  middle  of  the 
front  seat  freshly  dusted  by  Pete 
through  the  simple  expedient  of  sit- 
ting on  one  side  and  sliding  to  the 
other. 

It  took  about  twenty  minutes  for  the 
chugging,  grumbling  little  car  to  reach 
the  farm.  When  they  were  about  there 
Amy  received  her  first  thrill  when 
Jim  pointed  out  the  wide  green  fields 
of  short  clover  that  were  hers  to  help 
bring  to  a happy  climaxical  harvest. 

Before  the  car  had  stopped  at  the 
little  white  house  Amy  had  discovered 
the  al  la  natural  steps  that  were  des- 
tined to  be  green,  and  the  rusty  pump 
that  would  soon  awake  to  squeak  and 
creak  under  a coat  of  blue. 

The  house  was  duly  inspected  and 
within  ten  minutes  Amy  had  made  the 
observations  mentally  or  vocally,  ac- 
cording to  their  importance:  “No 

screens,  plenty  of  flies,  that  can  be 
easily  improved.  No  curtains.  Kitchen 
on  the  south  where  it  will  catch  all 
the  sun — that  will  simply  be  ignored. 
No  electric  lights,  but  it’s  sort  of  ro- 
mantic without  them.  The  water  will 
have  to  be  packed  in — Jim,  every  time 
you  pack  in  a bucket  of  water  I’ll  pay 
you  with  a kiss  and  thusly  we’ll  both 
be  glad — you  for  the  kiss  and  I for 
the  water.” 

"O.  K.,”  said  Jim,  and  looked  for 
the  water  bucket  with  such  alacrity 
that  he  was  promptly  paid  in  ad- 


vance for  a number  of  buckets.  And 
in  this  way  Amy  optomistically  en- 
tered her  new  home. 

“For,  as  my  old  professor  used  to 
say,  ’It’s  all  right  to  be  optimistic,  as 
long  as  you  don’t  become  a cheerful 
idiot’."  Amy  would  maintain. 

It  was  the  third  day  after  Amy  and 
Jim  had  settled  in  their  new  home. 
The  day  started  out  well  with  straw- 
berry jam  and  hot  biscuits  for  break- 
fast. In  looking  back  Amy  shuddered 
to  think  that  she  actually  sung  as  she 
fed  the  baby  chicks  their  share  of 
the  biscuits,  cooked  dinner;  and  hem- 
med curtains.  The  impression  had  cer- 
tainly gone  out  that  it  would  be  an- 
other marvelous  day,  and  it  would 
have  no  doubt,  as  far  as  the  day  was 
concerned  if  -Aunt  Taw  had  not  chosen 
it  as  the  day  on  which  to  start  her 
campaign.  It  was  just  two  o'clock 
when  she  waddled  and  gri.ir."d,  md 
panted  up  to  the  little  kitchen,  entered 
without  ceremony  and  sighed  into  a 
chair.  “Sighed”  in  every  sense — ihe 
chair  sighed — Aunt  Taw  sighed— Amy 
sighed. 

We’re  neighbors,”  she  said  as  she 
pulled  out  her  pipe — her  beautiful  pipe 
— and  appeared  to  make  herself  com- 
fortable. 

Oh,”  said  -Amy,  as  cordially  as  she 
could,  “is  that  your  home  down  at 
the  corner?” 

That’s  minel”  said  the  enigmatical 
Aunt  Taw. 

What's  your  name?”  Amy  asked 
with  a sense  of  the  responsible  hos- 
tess. 

Aunt  Taw.” 

Oh!  You  are  Indian?” 

‘Mother  Indian;  father  Irish.  Both 
dead.  Babies  dead.  Man  dead.  No 
brothers,  no  sisters.  Like  neighbors.” 
Aunt  Taw’s  sentences  were  not 
uch  grunts  as  paragraphs.  A history 
in  sixteen  words. 

Aunt  Taw,”  said  the  curious  Amy 
as  soon  as  she  logically  could,  “Where 
did  you  get  such  a marvelous  pipe?” 
One  man.  One  time.  He  dead.’ 
And  in  this  way  did  Aunt  Taw  tell 
the  rest  of  her  history. 

At  exactly  six  o’clock  Aunt  Taw 
arose  with  dignity. 

“Goodbye,  “I’ll  come  again,'’  she 
said  and  left. 

“So  you  see  Jim,”  Amy  said  that 
night,  “you  were  half  right  since  she 
is  half  Indian.  It  seems  like  all  of  her 
people  have  died.” 

“Who  could  blame  them,”  asked 
Jim. 

“Do  you  think  she  will  come  more 
than  once  a week?”  Amy  mused. 

“More  than  likely.  She  just  has 
tiny  patch  of  garden  to  keep.  I was 
past  her  place  today.” 

“She  is  rather  amusing,”  admitted 
Amy,  “but  what  she  needs— 

Jim  looked  resigned.  “What  color 
do  you  want,  and  I’ll  get  it  tomorrow. 
Only  I warn  you  I won’t  put  it  on.” 
Amy  laughed.  “A  nice  pink  would 
be  effective,  and  get  it  plenty  smelly 
with  linseed  oil — it  may  have  a disin 
fecting  quality.” 

The  appearance  of  Aunt  Taw  the 
next  day  at  two  o’clock  was  an  un- 
pleasant surprise  to  Amy  who  had 
picked  strawberries  all  morning  at 
neighbors  and  was  now  busily  can- 
ning them. 

“One  good  thing,  the  smell  of  the 
strawberries  drowned  out  the  smell 
of  that  eternal  pipe.”  Amy  reported  to 


Jim  that  night. 

The  third  evening  Amy  mildly  sug- 
gested that  Jim  put  a brace  in  a cer- 
tain wide-seated  chair.  “Aunt  Taw 
has  been  sitting  in  it  every  day  and 
she  has  a swaying  motion  that  would 
be  bound  to  tell  on  any  chair.  I fancy 
she  got  the  habit  when  she  used  to 
rock  her  babies,  and  the  habit  still 
sticks.” 

From  two  until  six  once  morel” 
said  Amy  the  fourth  day.  “Aunt  Taw 
really  should  have  a time  clock  to 
punch.  Such  perfect  regularity  and 
punctuality  should  not  go  unreward- 
ed.” 

“Maybe  I can  get  her  a job  keep- 
ing account  of  when  each  man  should 
get  the  water.”  Jim  was  half  serious. 
“We’ll  probably  need  a ^referee  before 
long  if  it  gets  much  scarcer,  and  if 
some  of  the  users  get  any  worse  as 
specimens  of  water  hogs.” 

“Why,  isn’t  there  enough  water?” 
Amy  asked. 

“Yes,  I suppose  so — for  now  any- 
way. I rather  imagine  more  land 
was  sold  under  the  project  than  it  will 
stand.  But  it’s  all  right  for  the  time.” 
Amy  turned  her  attention  to  a 
more  understandable  and  engaging 
subject.  “If  we  make  lots  of  money 
this  year,  we’ll  paint  the  hen  house 
white  and  put  a screened  porch  all 
along  the  west  side  of  the  house  to 
help  keep  out  the  flies.  Honestly. 
Jim,  they’re  terrible.” 

Get  Aunt  Taw  to  swat  them,”  sug- 
gested the  practical  Jim. 

Amy  sniffed.  “I  think  I prefer  the 
flies.” 

As  July  days  came  and  went  in 
rounds  of  heat,  Amy’s  trials  grew  as 
her  patience  waned  in  an  inverse 
ratio.  Jim,  worried  about  getting  his 
share  of  the  precious  water  for  his 
clover  was  often  so  obverse  to 
everything  around  him  that  he  was 
even  known  to  forget  occasionally  to 
fill  the  water  bucket. 

And  then  there  was  the  problem  of 
Aunt  Taw. 

Sometimes  Jim,”  Amy  would  de- 
clare solemnly  after  a particularly  try- 
ing day  of  heat,  flies  and  Aunt  Taw. 
"Sometimes,  I feel  like  if  she  doesn’t 
quit  coming  and  coming,  and  sitting. 

and  rocking.  I’ll ” 

"But  what  can  we  do  about  it?” 
Amy  relaxed  listlessly.  "That’s 
just  the  trouble.  If  I could  just  fight 
something  besides  my  nerves.  Flies! 
Who  cares  about  them?  We  have  a 
gallant  struggle  every  day  and  the 
spoils  of  victory  are  all  mine.  Heat! 
I can  still  beat  that  by  hunting  the 
shade.  Work!  Just  part  of  the  battle, 
But— Aunt  Tawl  I can’t  be  optomis- 
tic  about  Aunt  Taw— she  just  gets  me 
down.” 

"But  you  must  give  Aunt  Taw 
credit  for  one  thing,”  said  Jim  mis- 
chievously, “She  is  helping  you  to 
avoid  becoming  that  ‘cheerful  idiot’.” 
- “She  is  keeping  me  from  being  a 
cheerful  one,  no  doubt  about  that,” 
answered  Amy  meaningfully. 

Days  followed.  And  the  sun  con- 
tinued to  send  arrows  of  heat  from 
a sky  so  clear,  so  vast,  so  unendingly 
blue,  that  it  seemed  oceans  of  water 
would  only  make  a mist  in  one  corner. 

Near  the  last  of  July  Jim  came  in 
with  the  exciting  news  that  the  elec- 
tric light  company  was  building  a line 
across  the  country  region  and  might 
(Continued  on  page  4) 
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AND  ANYBODY  WHO 
EVER  RAN  AFTER  A 
TRAIN  THAT  WAS 
GOING  FASTER  THAN 
HE  WAS  KNOWS  THERe 
IS  NOTHING  ELSE  TO 
DO  BUT. 


Run  far  enough,  work 
long  enough,  play  hard 
enough  and  you’ve  got  to 
atop.  That’s  when  the 
pause  that  refreshes  makes 
the  big  hit.  Happily  you 
can  find  it  around  the  cor- 
ner from  anywhere,  wait- 
ing for  you  in  an  ice-cold 
Coca-Cola,  the  pure  drink 
of  natural  flavors  that 
makes  any  little  minute 
long  enough  for  a rest. 

Tb«  Coca-CoU  Co..  AUanu.  C«. 
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The  Boys’  Staff  Doesn’t 
Count  Tills 


COUGAR  SPORTS 


W.  A.  A.  Slogan: 

A team  for  every  girl;  Every  girl 


on  a team! 


Cougar  Tracksters  Invade 

Utes  Campus  Tomorrow 


KEEN  COMPETITION  IS  EX- 
PECTED FROM  CRIMSON 
SQUAD;  “Y”  FAVORED  TO 
ANNEX  MEET. 


Led  by  Captain  Owen  Rowe,  the 
Cougar  track  squad  will  invade  the 
Ute  camp  in  Salt  Lake  tomorrow  for 
the  annual  dual  meet  between  the 
two  universities.  The  tilt  will  be  helc' 
in  the  Utah  stadium  and  will  begin  at 
1:30. 

Dope  seems  to  favor  the  “Y”  team, 
as  a check  up  shows  that  it  is  com- 
posed of  a better  balanced  group  of 
track  and  field  artists.  The  Crimson 
aggregation  arc  considered  a strong 
competitor  and  are  going  to  give  the 
white  and  blue  a race  for  victory.  All 
indications,  however,  are  that  the  ‘Y’ 
will  take  the  meet  although  probably 
with  not  so  large  a margin  as  in  the 
Y-A.  C.  meet. 

Two  notable  races  of  the  meet 
should  be  the  100  and  220-yard  dashes 
between  Long  of  Utah  and  Rowe  of 
the  "Y.”  Rowe  is  one  of  the  fastest 
220  men  in  the  country  and  Lbng's  im- 
proved form  this  year  should  makt 
him  a worthy  rival  for  the  Provo  ace 
particularly  in  the  100-yard  sprint. 

Rowe  will  likely  continue  his  point- 
getting activities  into  the  broad  jump, 
low  hurdles  and  880-yard  relay  while 
Long  may  appear  in  the  440  and  880 
yard  relay.  If  he  should  enter  the 
quarter  mile  race  a duel  between  him 
and  Les  Wright  and  Brad  Jensen, 
star  “Y”  440-yard  men,  should  be 
highly  interesting. 

Grant  is  Utah’s  best  bet  in  the  high 
hurdles  and  high  jump.  Although  he 
is  conceded  first  place  in  the  hurdle 
event,  he  will  encounter  stiff  opposi- 


tion in  the  high  jump  from  McGregor 
and  Halverson  of  the  ‘Y.’ 

One  of  the  most  thrilling  events  of 
the  meet  will  be  the  mile  run  between 
Tony  Bentley  of  the  ‘Y’  and  Jack 
Squires  of  Utah.  Wilton  Ivy  of  Utah 
will  enter  the  two  mile  run  against 
Bentley  and  Merkeley  and  looms  as  a 
possible  winner. 

Two  sensational  relay  races  are 
promised.  The  Utah  mile  relay  team 
consisting  of  Clark,  Wooton,  Gallacher. 
Long,  or  Winwood,  is  picked  to  win 
over  the  ‘Y’  team,  while  their  880- 
yard  quartet  will  find  Rowe,  Vacher 
Rasmussen  and  Skousen  a combina- 
tion hard  to  pass  on  the  cinder  path. 

In  the  field  events,  the  Cougars  are 
just  as  strong  as  on  the  cinders  and  it 
is  here  that  the  “Y”  wil  shine  and 
eclipse  the  Ute  squad  if  they  are  to 
be  beaten.  Mark  Reeves,  George  Cor- 
bett and  Carl  Bunnell  in  the  discui 
hammer  and  shot  events  are  a much 
stronger  outfit  than  the  Utah  field  men 

In  the  pole  vault  Staples  will  meet 
stiff  competition  in  Goodwin,  Cleve- 
land and  Austin. 

The  field  events  will  begin  prompt- 
ly at  1 :30  while  the  feature  cinder 
event,  the  100-yard  dash,  is  listed  for 
2:00  o’clock. 

— A.W.S. _ 

Toastmaster  (to  chairman  of  public 
dinner) — Would  you  like  to  propose 
your  toast  now,  my  lord,  or  should 
we  let  them  enjoy  themselves  a bit 
longer? 


yjES  10  TRl  10 
AVENGE  RAGHOEl 
DEFEAl  lOOAV 


AGGIES  ON  LOCAL  COURTS 
MONDAY;  “Y”  FAVORED  IN 
BOTH  EVENTS. 


“Oh,  yes,  Louise  is  studying  French 
Latin  and  algebra  this  year.  Say 
how-do-you-do’  in  algebra  for  the 
lady,  Louise.” 


Coach  “Buck”  Dixon’s  tenuis  quin- 
tet, composed  of  Holt,  Monk,  Brinley. 
Don  Dixon  and  Gilchrist,  will  clash 
with  the  Ute  racquet  wielders,  cap- 
tained by  Jack  Irvine,  Friday  at  2 p. 
m.  on  the  Knight  Woolen  Mills 
Courts  on  first  north  and  first  west 
streets,  Provo. 

The  ‘Y’  team  has  already  taken  the 
measure  of  the  ‘U’  team,  and  they 
in  turn  have  defeated  the  U.  A.  C. 
net  met,  thus  putting  the  Cougars  in 
the  lead  for  another  state  champion- 
ship. 

The  Aggies  and  the  ‘Y’  team  are 
scheduled  to  tangle  on  the  same  courts 
Monday  afternoon.  Coach  Dixon  be- 
lieves that  while  the  Farmers  drop 
^ed  their  match  to  Utah,  that  they 
will  be  a harder  group  to  beat  than 
would  be  expected  from  previous  dope 
Starring  for  the  Logan  team  are 
Joe  Rowley,  Cannon  and  Christensen, 
and  these  men  will  push  “Sanky” 
Dixon,  Lewis  Monk,  Brinley  and  Holt 
to  the  utmost. 

The  matches  for  both  days  are  to 
be  held  at  2:00  on  the  Woolen  Mills 
courts  and  all  students  who  can  are 
invited  to  attend  and  support  the  team. 
A.W.S. _ 

Claws  and  Scratches 


eAteam  for  etfery  6ivl  S 
6irl  for  wery  Team,. 


SPECIAL 

Ensembles  $9.95 
SPORT  HATS 
$4.00 

ALLEN  MILLINERY 


Phone  377 


20  N.  University  Ave. 


“IF  YOU  WANT  IT 
DONE  RIGHT 
— Let  the  Ladies 
Do  It” 

Ladies  Floral 


Phone  466 


176  West  Center 


Provo 


What  is  the  History  of  a 

This  Suit?  a 

a 

Without  a doubt  this  suit  ■ 
which  now  graces  the  scare-  ■ 
crow  would  still  be  serviceable  * 
if  it  had  been  sent  to  the  dry  ■ 
cleaners  regularly.  DRY 
CLEANING  keeps  clothes  ■ 
new  by  eliminating  wear  caus-  2 
ed  by  dirt  and  grim.  Send  ■ 
them  regularly.  g 

MADSEN  CLEANING  : 

119  North  University  Ave.  WE  DELIVER  Phone  475  ! 


In  Student  Life,  April  12,  we  find 
the  program  for  co-ed  day  includes  “ 
dance  festival  followed  by  the  drown- 
ing of  the  new  president.”  A rotten 
recepton,  I would  say. 

Speaking  of  Assembly 
Some  girls  go  to  see  their  beaus. 
Some  girls  go  to  nod  and  doze; 

Some  girls  go  to  please  the  teacher. 
But  darn  few  go  to  hear  the  preacher. 
— o — 

May  3rd  will  go  down  as  a red  letter 
day  in  many  a girl’s  bank  book. 

Our  business  staff  was  so  efficient 
we  didn’t  have  space  for  news. 

At  least  the  girls  don’t  advertise 
their  unpopularty  on  the  bulletin 
boards. 

— o — 

The  seniors  are  the  only  ones  not 
crabbing  about  the  elections. 

A.W.S. 

Gamma  Phi  Omicron 
Initiates  New  Pledges 

The  Gamma  Phi  Omicron,  honor- 
ary home  economics  sorority,  has  been 
holding  initiations  this  week  for  four 
new  members:  Bell  Harris,  Mercy 

Nelson,  Mary  Lyon  and  Rosina  Nel- 
son. 

The  girls  were  pledged  Monday 
night,  April  22,  at  a meeting  held 
at  the  home  of  Miss  lone  Palfreyman 
in  Springville.  Final  initiations  will 
be  held  Saturday  night. 

The  Gamma  Phi  Omicron  was  found- 
ed four  years  ago  to  raise  the  stand- 
ard of  home  economic  work  and  to 
develop  a better  professional  attitude. 
Its  members  are  selected  from  the 
junior  and  senior  girls  majoring  in 
some  phase  of  Home  Economics  and 
having  the  highest  scholastic  standing. 
A.W.S. 

If  necessity  is  the  mother  of  inven- 
tion, then  who  is  the  papa? 


A large  part  of  the  activities  of  the 
Invitational  track  meet  held  here  last 
Friday  and  Saturday  was  taken  by 
the  Women’s  Athletic  Association 
which  acted  as  hostess  to  the  four- 
hundred  and  fifty  high  school  girls 
visiting  the  ‘Y’  campus  and  partici- 
pating in  the  track  meet  and  posture 
parade. 

Swimming  Party 
After  the  girls’  track  meet  on  Fri- 
day, the  visitors  were  guests  of  the 
association  at  the  Provo  high  school 
swimming  pool  for  a swimming  party 
Bessie  Iverson  and  Alice  Brinton  were 
in  charge  and  about  fifty  girls  attend- 
ed. 

W.  A.  A.  Have  Charge  of  Tea 
Saturday  afternoon  the  high  school 
girls  were  entertained  at  a tea  given 
by  the  W.  A.  A.  in  the  Ladies’  Fac- 
ulty room.  Four  hundred  and  fifty 
girls  were  served  refreshments,  con- 
sisting of  punch,  sandwiches,  lady- 
finger  cakes  with  the  initials  W.  A.  A 
written  in  blue  icing,  and  blue  and 
white  mints.  The  table  was  decorated 
with  an  Italian  lace  cloth  over  blue 
background,  blue  tapers  in  crystal 
holders/and  white  sweet  peas  in  a blue 
bowl,  carried  out  the  general  color 
scheme  of  white  and  blue.  The  W. 
A.  A.  banner  was  displayed.  A music- 
al program  was  presented  during  the 
^fternoon. 

Honorary  guests  of  the  affair  were 
Mrs.  Nettie  Neff  Smart,  dean  of  wo- 
jmen;  Mrs.  G.  O.  Romney,  Mrs.  C.  J. 
Hart,  Miss  Wilma  Jeppson,  Miss  Bar- 
bara Maughn,  the  coaches  of  the  vari- 
ous high  schools.  The  hostesses  were 
Alice  Brinton,  president  of  the  W.  A. 
A.  of  the  B.  Y.  U.,  Mary  Basinger. 
Grace  Folland  and  Helen  Mendenhall. 
Mrs.  Romney  and  Mrs.  Hart  were  as- 
sisted in  serving  by  Lily  Skousen 
vice-president,  Eda  Doty,  Evelyn  Bry- 
ner,  LaPreal  Bryner,  Margaret  Maw 
Betty  Sibbits  and  Helen  Ellsworth. 
A.W.S. 


W.A.A.  Calendar 


The  most  absent-minded  man  of 
our  acquaintance  thought  he  had 
left  his  watch  at  home,  and  took  it 
out  of  his  pocket  to  see  if  he  had 
time  to  go  home  and  get  it. 


HAVE  YOU  VISITED  OUR  ANNUAL 

May  Sale  of  Light  Footwear 

Specially  Priced — I 

$3.45  to  $5.95 


SPRING  COATS 

$8.90  $39.50 


SPRING  DRESSES 

$4.90  •»  $15.00 


S And  an  array  of  quality  merchandise  specially  priced  for  MAY 
■ SAVINGS. 

I FARRER  BROS.  COMPANY 


May  10 — Inter-class  track  meet. 
May  14-15 — State  W.  A.  A.  con*, 
vention. 

May  15 Circus. 

May  17-20 — Inter-clas-s  baseball 
May  22-24 — Inter-class  hockey. 
To  be  announced — Inter-social 
unit  tennis  tournament. 
These  events  will  be  held  on 
the  days  scheduled  unless  other- 
wise announced.  Classes  which 
are  not  represented  by  a team 
will  forfeit  their  opportunity  to 
compete. 

Sport  managers  are  respon- 
sible for  the  success  of  their 
sports. 


BOB  BOBINSON  OPENS 
LADIES  APPAREL  STORE 


Provo’s  • newest  ladies’  ready-to- 
wear  store  was  opened  formally  on 
May  1st  befitting  a high  class  mer- 
chandising establishment,  under  the  di- 
rection of  the  manager,  Bob  Robinson, 
a former  student  of  music  at  Brig- 
ham Young  University.  Robinson’s, 
Incorporated  was  enthusiastically  ac- 
credited as  one  of  the  finest  in  its  class 
by  the  many  ladies  who  were  in  at- 
tendance at  the  opening.  Especial  in- 
terest was  manifested  in  the  quality 
and  individuality  of  the  stock  display- 
ed. 

The  members  of  the  sales  force  made 
a host  of  friends  by  their  courteous 
treatment  of  the  guests  and  by  their 
evident  experience  in  this  line  of 
work.  Mrs.  E.  Houtz,  head  of  the 
selling  department  comes  to  Provo 
from  Salt  Lake  City  with  fifteen 
years  of  experience  in  merchandising. 
Assisting  her  is  Mrs.  Leona  Smith 
who. has  recently  made  a special  study 
of  style  modes.  These  people  give 
definite  assurance  of  rendering  the 
lady  buyers  a real  and  distinctive  ser- 
vice. 

Mr.  Robinson's  many  friends  at  the 
B.  Y.  U.  join  with  the  people  of 
Provo  and  surrounding  region  in  wish- 
ing him  great  success  in  his  new 
venture. 

A.W.S. 

First  Steno — I had  a date  with  a 
college  freshman  last  night,  Mazie. 

Second  Steno — What’d  ya  do? 

First  Steno— Honey,  ain’t  you  ever 
been  out  with  a college  boy? 


History  Prof — And  the  Britons 
still  wore  the  same  clothes  that  their 
ancestors  did. 

Fair  Co-ed — Oh,  the  dirty  things. 


‘They  tell  me  she’s  reformed.” 

‘I’ll  say.  She  wouldn’t  think  of 
necking  with  a man  unless  she  knew 
his  name.” 


HOSIERY  SALE 

J enkins’  Famous  Dollar  Hose 

Famous  For  Their  Splendid  Wear 
and  Fine  Appearance. 


fjolqfyrcaf 

IJosierq 


NOW—  FOR  A FEW  DAYS 
Three  Pair  $2.50 

NEW  SPRING  SWEATERS 

The  largest  stock  of  ladies’  sweaters  in 
Provo  at  extremely  low  prices. 

Jenkins  Knit  Goods  Co. 


Pictures 


Preserve  for  your  future 
enjoyment  the  scenes  of 
your  COLLEGE  DAYS. 
That  you  may  get  the 
best  results,  use  a Kodak. 


PROVO  DRUG  CO. 


MRS.  F.  J.  HEDQUIST,  Prop. 

Phone  50  23  North  University  Ave. 


MOTHER’S  DAY 

A plenteous  show- 
ing of  nature’s  rich- 
est beauties — 

FLOWERS 

more  nearly  express 
the  sentiment  you 
wish  them  to  carry. 

Just  PHONE  EIGHT— O 
“Where  the  flowers  grow” 


Pmoo  Greenhouse 


SERVE  FRESH  FRUITS 
WITH  EVERY  MEAL 

No  other  one  food  can  supply  so  many 
essential  food  elements  in  as  easily 
assimilated  form  as  fresh  fruits.  We 
always  have  an  ample  stock  to  supply 
your  every  need. 

University  Market 

ON  THE  “Y”  CORNER 
Phones — 274  or  273. 
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The  Dam  Woman 
^ 

(Continued  from  page  2) 


be  persuaded  to  pass  their  way. 

“lust  imagine,  Amy,  we  would  have 

power — running  water — lights ” 

“And  we’d  have  electric  waffles 
every  morning,”  Amy  was  sparkling. 
“Oh,  Jim,  how  soon  can  we  start?” 
‘Tm  to  go  to  Pocatello  tomorrow 
to  see  the  district  president  about  it. 
And  that  reminds  me — Pete  will  have 
to  irrigate  once  while  I am  gone.  My 
day  for  the  water  will  come  before  I 
can  get  back,  and  if  I don’t  get  it  then 
i’ll  lose  my  turn  for  another  ten 
days.” 

“Can  Pete  do  it?” 

“Yes,  it’s  just  the  clover,  and  he 
knows  the  ropes.  Of  course  you  will 
be  here  if  any  emergency  comes  up.” 
“What  if  we  don’t  do  it  right?” 
Amy  said  in  a small  scared  voice. 

“Nothing  to  it,  except  to  see  that 
it’s  done — that’s  the  main  thing.  If 
it  goes  without  water  the  seed  will 
shrivel  up  and  the  crop  will  be  ruin- 
ed.” 

"Entirely?”  Amy  spoke  without 
humor. 

“Oh,  maybe  it  could  be  sold  for  hay 
but  it  wouldn’t  bring  enough  to  pay 
for  the  seed  that  was  used  to  plant 
it.” 

The  next  day  came,  Jim  was  gone 
and  Amy  shouldered  the  responsibilit> 
of  the  irrigating. 

“Jim  said  we  could  start  just  as 
soon  as  Bannock  finishes  in  the  morn- 
ing, Pete.  That  will  be  about  four 
o’clock,  remember  1” 

“Yes  ma’m,”  said  Pete  with  affect- 
ed calmness. 

It  was  a gray,  cool,  four  o’clock 
that  found  Amy  Dole  and  Pete  arm- 
ed with  straw  hats  and  shovels  wait- 
ing at  the  ditch  to  turn  the  stream  of 
water  from  its  Bannock-way  course 
to  their  own  field. 

“Mrs.  Dole,  it  means  the  difference 
between  a crop  this  year  and  nothing 
if  I can  keep  the  water  six  more 
hours,”  he  said,  omittijig  all  prelim- 
inaries. “It  has  just  begun  to  run 
through  and  has  done  almost 
good  so  far.  By  the  time  another  ten 
days  go  by  my  clover  seed  will  be 
withered  up  on  the  stock.” 

“But  Mr.  Bannock,”  Amy  protest- 
ed, “we  have  water  only  ten  hours  al- 
together, and  our  clover  will  burn 
just  as  quickly  as  yours.” 

“I  wouldn’t  suggest  it,"  Bannock 
urged,  “but  Bodle  and  you  and  I are 
the  only  ones  on  this  ditch,  and  Bodle 
just  has  hay  to  water.  You  see  that 
won’t  be  so  particular  and  I am  sure 
that  we  will  let  you  keep  it  until  you 
are  through  with  it.  Of  course,  i: 
you  insist ” 

"I  wouldn’t  think  of  it,  Mr.  Ban- 
nock,’’ said  the  easily  persuaded  Amy. 
“We’ll  manage  some  way.” 

Bannock  after  sputtering  his  thanks 
went  back  up  the  ditch  bank  swinging 
his  shovel. 
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“We  shouldn’t  have  let  him  have 
it,”  stated  Pete  with  a stubborn 
shake  of  his  head. 

“Oh,  we  have  to  be  neighborly 
Pete,”  said  Amy. 

“Bodle’s  mean  about  water,”  Pete 
said  gloomily. 

“I’m  sure  it  will  come  out  all  right,” 
Amy  spoke  with  a conviction  she  did 
not  feel. 

Pete  was  still  dubious,  but  said  no 
more. 

The  sun  was  beating  down  bright- 
ly and  fiercely  when  Amy  and  Pete 
again  went  to  the  head  gate  and  turn- 
ed on  the  water.  It  raced  into  the 
dry  ditches,  gathering  up  the  leaves 
and  dry  twigs  as  it  went.  At  noon 
Pete  and  Amy,  conscientious  as  am- 
eteurs  took  turns  in  eating  lunch  and 
watching  the  water.  At  two  o’clock 
the  clover  field  sported  black  fresh- 
looking rows  over  half  of  its  area  and 
as  the  water  was  coming  down  in  a 
big  head  Pete  reckoned  that  with 
good  luck  they  could  easily  finish  the 
job  in  four  hours — before  the  water 
would  have  to  go  on  to  Mr.  Bodle. 

It  was  not  fifteen  minutes  later 
that  the  water  suddenly  dwindled  and 
stopped. 

'Well,  Bodle’s  turned  the  water  off 
on  us,”  Pete  said  as  though  he  had 
just  been  waiting  until  that  very  thing 
happened. 

I'll  go  right  up  and  get  him  to 
turn  it  back  on  for  the  rest  of  out 
time.”  Amy  was  matter-of-fact. 

Pete  was  changing  dams  when 
Amy  came  flying  back  with  a white 
face  and  frightened  eyes.  “He  won’t 
let  us  have  the  water  another  minute 
Pete,  and  it  will  be  all  my  fault  if  the 
clover  burns  up,  because  I should  have 
insisted  on  our  rightful  turn  in  the 
first  place.” 

“Maybe  I can  get  him  to  change 
his  mind,”  said  Pete,  looking  almost 
as  bad  as  did  Amy. 

No,  you  can't.  I know  you  can’t. 
He’s  just  as  hard  as  a brick  bat.” 
Amy  flopped  down  by  the  si{le  of  the 
clover  patch  just  at  the  point  where 
the  watered  clover  left  off,  and  wail- 
ed, “We  can’t  even  have  a waffle  iron 
or  white  paint  for  the  hen  house.” 

It  was  just  at  this  moment  that 
Aunt  Taw,  who  had  been  an  interest- 
ed observed  of  the  watering  process 
since  two  o’clock,  waddled  over  and 
grunted  at  Pete,  “What’s  matter?” 
Mr.  Bodle  has  taken  the  water,” 
Pete  explained.  "It's  really  his  turn, 


but  we  let  Bannock  have  it  longer 
than  he  should  and  we  thought  Bodle 
would  do  the  same  for  us.  Of 
course,  the  ditch  rider  would  back 
Bodle.” 

“I’ll  fix  him,”  said  Aunt  Taw  and 
started  off  in  her  usual  manner. 

‘But  what  can  you  do,  Aunt  Taw?” 
Amy  asked,  her  tears  forgotten. 

I’ll  fix  him,”  Aunt  Taw  repeated 
never  hesitating  in  her  advance. 

“Do  you  think  she  can  do  any- 
thing?" Amy  asked  Pete  hopefully. 

“Couldn’t  say,"  said  Pete. 

Fifteen  minutes  had  passed  when 
down  the  still  damp  and  black  ditch 
came  the  water  gurgling  and  tumbl- 
ing. Pete  and  Amy  gave  two  hurrahs 
and  settled  down  to  guide  the  water 
into  the  right  paths.  If  they  had  been 
careful  before  they  were  doubly  care- 
ful now.  Never  had  such  watering 
been  done.  Every  drop  seemed  to  go 
where  it  should,  and  not  a drop  went 
to  waste. 

Mr.  Bodle  found  two  busy  people 
when  he  arrived  very  red  in  the  face 
half  an  hour  later. 

“Say,”  he  shouted,  “did  you  put 
that  damned  old  woman  up  to  that?” 

Amy  startled,  looked  up  quickly, 
“Up  to  what?” 

“You  know  whatl” 

“But  I don’t.” 

“Then  come  up  to  the  head  gate 
and  I'll  soon  show-you.'* 

"I’ll  be  back  in  a miute,”  said  Amy 
as  she  prepared  to  follow  the  frothing 
and  gesticulating  Bodle. 

“There,”  said  Bodle  dramatically, 
“There  the  old  hiefer  is.  Look  at 
her!”  ^ 

There  she  was  indeed.  Sitting 
squarely  in  the  middle  of  the  ditch 
just  three  feet  in  front  of  the  head 
gate,  the  water  welling,  and  leaping 
softly  up  against  her  broad  back  and 
then  turning  to  dash  gladly  down 
the  ditch  leading  to  the  Dole’s  clover. 
Aunt  Taw  made  a perfect  dam. 

“Why,”  said  Amy  stupified,  “why 
whatever  are  you  doing?” 

“Can’t  a body  take  a bath  if  a body 
wants  to?”  Aunt  Taw  spoke  slowly, 
calmly  and  without  rancor. 

“Did  you  hear  her?”  Bodle  was 
fairly  dancing.  “That’s  all  she  will 
say.  I’ll  have  the  law  on  her.  I’ll  get 
the  ditch  rider.  I’ll ” 

“A  body  can  take  a bath  if  a body 
wants  to,”  Aunt  Taw  reminded  him 
gently. 

A gleam  of  pure  delight  came  into 
Amy’s  tired  eyes,  “You’ll  have  to  ad- 
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mit  that  she  is  a good  dam,  even  if 
she’s  a ‘damned’  woman,  Mr.  Bodle.” 
“I’ll  get  her  out  of  there  if  I have 
to  use  a derrick,’’  and  Bodle  disap- 
peared. 

Amy  jumped  up  and  down.  “Oh 
hat  excellent  fun!  You  just  hold 
the  dam  Aunt  Taw  and  Pete  and  I 
will  have  this  watering  done  before 
Bodle  has  time  to  turn  around.  Amy 
flew  back  to  the  laboring  Pete. 

At  fifteen  minutes  to  six  the  water- 
ing was  done  and  Amy  once  more 
wearily  walked  to  the  head  gate.  Aunt 
Taw  was  sitting  placidly  smoking  her 
pipe  and  disturbing  the  water  into 
little  ripples  as  she  rocked  back  and 
forth. 

Amy  laughed  almost  hysterically 
Aunt  Taw,  you  look  like  an  angel. 
Come  out  of  that  ditch  and  come  home 
with  me  for  supper.  The  clover  is 
soaked,  wet!  and  safe!  thanks  to  you.” 
Aund  Taw  arose  ponderously,  heav- 
ed her  heavy  bulk  out  of  the  ditch 
and  started  off  in  the  direction  of 
home,  with  the  simple  words,  "Good- 
bye, I’ll  come  again.” 

But  won't  you  come  home  with 
me  and  get  dry?”  asked  Amy. 

“Six  o’clock,’’  Aunt  Taw  said. 

The  twilight  crept  up,  purple  and 
still  and  cool.  Jim  had  come  home 
and  Amy  had  learned  that  she  could 
purchase  her  waffle  iron  as  soon  as 
she  wished,  the  electricity  was  coming 
thrugh. 

Jim  had  been  told  about  the  thrill- 
ing day  and  had  properly  praised  and 
scolded  the  excited  irrigaters. 

“Just  think  Amy,  if  it  weren’t  for 
Aunt  Taw  we  couldn’t  afford  to  have 
the  electricity  at  all,  to  say  nothing 
of  the  waffle  iron,”  Jim  speculated. 
“I  suppose,”  he  teased,  “you  will  see 
her  painted  with  waffles  and  kitchen 
sinks,  and  white  painted  hen  houses 
after  this.” 

“No,”  said  Amy  solemnly,  “I  won’t 
have  to  paint  Aunt  Taw  in  any  way 
She  has  painted  herself  with  pure 
gold.  ‘Friendship’  gold,  guaranteed 
not  to  nick,  crack,  or  peel  under  the 
most  severe  test — that  of  seeing  her 
every  day,  and  being  able  every  night 
at  six  o’clock'  to  say,  ‘Come  again 
Aunt  Taw’l” 

-{THE  END)- 
A.W.S. 
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